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In the midst of a dull sense of stunning blows, it staggered
him that she seemed quite unconscious of inflicting them.
He heard his teeth gritting, and said dully : " Your little
brother, who was he ? "
" What! Jon—didn't you know Jon ? He was too
young, of course, and so was she. But they were head
over—the family feud stopped that. Well! it's all past.
I was at your wedding. I hope you're happy. Have you
seen the Claud Brains show at my gallery ? He's a genius.
I was going to have a bun in here ; will you join me ? You
ought to know his work."
She had paused at the door of a confectioner's. Michael
put his hand on his chest.
" Thank you," he said, " I have just had a bun—two, in
fact. Excuse me ! "
The little lady grasped his other hand.
" Well, good-bye, young man ! Glad to have met you.
You're not a beauty, but I like your face. Remember
me to that child. You should go and see Claud Brains.
He's a real genius."
Stock-still before the door, he watched her turn and enter,
with a scattered motion, as of flying, and a disturbance
among those seated in the pastry-cook's. Then he moved
on, the cigarette unlighted in his mouth, dazed, as a boxer
from a blow which knocks him sideways, and another which
knocks him straight again.
Fleur visiting Wilfrid—at this moment in his rooms up
there—in his arms, perhaps ! He groaned. A well-fed
young man in a new* hat skipped at the sound. Never ! He
could never stick that ! He would have to clear out! He had
believed Fleur honest ! A double life ! The night before
last she had smiled on him. Oh ! God ! He dashed across
into Green Park. Why hadn't he stood still and let
something go over him ? And that lunatic's little brother

